raising their support at the next race, and returned to the dice-board, and the wine-cup, and the thickly-clustered formces down the Subura. At the princely Antoninian baths, where there were marble seats for 1600 bathers, they could steam and bathe themselves, exercise in the palasstra, and lounge in the peristyle, for a farthing. Perhaps it was a day of religious feasting, and they flocked to the temples— Christian as well as pagan—and gorged themselves with food, and reeled with intoxication, in honour of any god or goddess that chanced to have wealthy admirers. Or it may have been one of the 175 days of public games, or the day of a special feast given by some rich senator ; Symmachus spent ^90,000 on the games he provided to celebrate the praetorship of his son— bringing dogs from Scotland (a rare treat), horses from Spain, lions from Africa, gladiators from Saxony, tigers, elephants, comedians, and so forth, from all parts of the world. Those were the days when life ran swiftly in Rome. Rising from almost sleepless beds in some upper story in